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better invitation, to lunch with me at Maxim's on
Christmas Day. The party was mainly for the benefit
of Dick and Fred, who were by now allowed out of
hospital alone for a few hours in the afternoon. For
some reason Fred was convinced it was Easter, and
cheerfully greeted all he met with, " Happy Easter to
you! Have a drink?" while Dick's huge frame
trembled with mirth.

Ronnie and I spent a teetotal Christmas, because
jaundice patients were not supposed to touch alcohol for
at least a month. However, that evening I met Michael
Kremer at a party in John Watson's flat.

"What's that you're drinking? "

" Lemonade."

"Do you promise you won't drink when I'm not
there?"

"Yes."

" Then you can take this," he said, and poured me
out a small tot of whisky and a long draught of soda.

"Happy Christmas! "

XXIV

I had delivered the revised draft of my plan to the
office, but Brigadier Clayton had gone into hospital
over Christmas for a sinus operation, in order to save
time and avoid festivities which jarred his diffident
nature. He looked tired and ill when he sent for me.

"I've read your paper. I think it is interesting.
Some of us down here were working on a similar idea
some months ago. It would be useful to get the reac-
tions to it of men like Cornwallis in Iraq, and Mac-
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